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and the children stayed away six weeks that time, while she and
her mother and her sisters and her aunts hashed over what a heel
I was. Whenever I tell Jill to do something, she and the kids are^
gone again. What kind of marriage is that?
Jill's mother wouldn't like any son-in-law. She got rid of Betsy's
husband in their first year, and doesn't seem to notice Betsy is un-
happy and is turning into a cheap little gold digger who will wind
up some day in an awful mess. There was nothing wrong with
Betsy's husband. It's because of my mother-in-law that Alice—that
hot-shot career girl—is turning into a crabby, frustrated old maid
who's always jumping on men because she doesn't know how to
catch one. Alice is twenty-nine, and she's already darn near as bad
as those dried-up old aunts of theirs. Ill bet my bottom dollar my
mother-in-law's everlasting bossiness had a lot to do with her own
divorce. I sure would like to meet Jill's father some day. I pity that
man.
A short guy has enough headaches without being driven nuts by
in-laws. I haven't ever had it soft in my own family. After my par-
ents were divorced, Father sent money for my older brother to go
to college, but he didn't even answer the letters when my turn
came. Edwin is a big six-footer and played football, and I guess my
father was proud of him. Edwin was forever beating me up when
we were kids. I used to crawl in through the basement window
when I got home from school for fear he would be waiting in the
front hall. Last year Edwin made trouble between Jill and me, and
I guess I should have thrown him out on his ear, but I couldn't
figure how. I'm still halfway afraid of Edwin.
In business I'm always at a disadvantage, with big guys grinning
to themselves and thinking I'm barely out of short pants and don't
know beans. I've lost several jobs for getting into fist fights over
that very thing. Maybe that's why a lot of guys my age are better
off financially. If I can't be the head of my own family, with my
own wife and kids looking up to me, I've got no confidence to hold
any kind of job or even feel like a man. Jill claims my voice is too
loud and my manners are bad. Why can't she realize if I don't speak

